No one among these four 


doesn't love a wall, 
low, to anchor. I linger 
in the bookstore, duck- 


ing them, bums--as de- 
noted by me, rawly. Just 


old guys with nothing to do. When 
they shove off, at last, I'll drink 


a coffee there. Decaf since 
I don't need to be up 
pissing the whole night. 


